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from the day of his arrival nothing counted with her save music."
It was obvious we were going to hear much of this man. G.B.S.
carefully placed this photograph in his pocket and drank the orange
juice by him.
"To get back to art: the question is how are we going to make the
world safe for artists?"
"No political party would ever sweep the polls on that cry," I suggested.
"I don't know so much. Anyhow leave the war and politics out of it.
You are always dragging in irrelevant side issues. The point is there are
not going to be any more private patrons of the old style. Prices must
come down within the means of the people. My chauffeur and my
gardener, if they wanted something pretty for their walls to cover up a
soiled patch might then be able to buy a painting. This idea of selling a
painting by the foot or inch, if you like miniatures, appeals to me.
Madox Brown was paid by the foot for his great Manchester paintings."
"Napoleon, believing that artists, like soldiers, marched on their
stomachs, also had the same idea."
"We had many ideas in common. It is fatal to neglect the stomach.
It is of no use declaring: 1 am what I am, take me or leave me.' I did it,
it's true, but then I was always indifferent to my welfare. I didn't want
much. I had so many unremunerative things to do, like writing novels
and addressing meetings when I wasn't electioneering that I couldn't
be bothered with increasing my income. But then I was a fool. I had a
letter recently from a successful artist, Sir William Rothenstein, and he says
that, as neither the state nor the church offers work to the artists, they are
of necessity parasites on a public who look to them for eventual profit or
for social flattery. They become dependent on dealers. So long as the
painter and sculptor are not servants of the state, they have to be
adventurers. I don't want artists to be adventurers but good practical
business men."
"There must be adventure, the constant rediscovery of the familiar
world. That is why the young rush to art nowadays as the Elizabethans
used to rush to sea."
"Culture and life have grown so far apart," G.B.S. explained, "that
one goes into culture to avoid life, then into the war to avoid culture.
Personally, I condemn the substitution of sensuous ecstasy for intellectual
activity, this over-indulgence in the nude."
We heard tip-tap, tip-tap, hard against the brick. A thrushv was
banging a snail on our terrace.